rji Tbs Two Noble Kmfi men . 

The (tony girthes ofC ittiesrm'C thy puple, 

Yongeft. follower of thy Droin ,inftru& this day 
With military skiil, that to thy lawdc 
I may advance my Streamcr,ancl by thee* 

Be ftil'dthe Lord o’th day,gtvc me great Mars 

Some token of thy plcafure. 

Here they fall on their faces tts formerly , and there is heard 
clanging of Armor, with a (fort Thunder as the bur(l of 
a B at tailc ^hereupon they all rife and bo'P? to the Altar, 
O Great Gorre&or of enormous times, 

Shaker of ore-rank States, thou grand decider 
Ofduftie;and old ty tles,that healft with blood 
The earth when it is ficke,and cui ft the wond 
O'thplurefie of people; I doe take 
Thy fignes aufpicioufly,and in thy name 
To my defigne ; march boldly, let us goe. Sxem, 

Enter Palamon and his Knights, with the former obfr- 

vance. 

Pal. Ourftars muft glider with new fire 3 or be 

To daie cxtin<51;our argument is love, . 

Which if the goddelfe of it grant, Ihe gives 
Victory too, then blend yout fpirits with mine , 

You, whofe free nobleneffe doe mske'thy caufe 

Your perfonall hazard ; to cbegoddclTe Venus 

Commend we our proceeding.and implore 

Her power unto our partie. Here they kneele as formerly 

Haile Soveraigne Queene offecrets,who haft power 

To call the feitceft Tyrant from his rage ; 

And wcepe unto aGirle; that ha’ ft the might 
Even with ail ey-ghnce,to choke Marfis Drom 
And tame th’a'Ianne to whi[pers,that canft maKC 
A Criple florilh with his Crutch, and cure him 
Before Apollo-fhzt may’ll forceths King 
To be his fubjeds vaffaile,and induce 
Stale gravitie to daunce,the pould Bachelour 
Whole youth iike wanton Boyesthrough Bonfyres 
Have skipt thy flame, at feaventy,thou canft catch 
And make him to the fcorne of his hoarfe throate 
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The Two Noble Kinfmen. 



Abule yong laies of love; what godlike power 
Haft thou not power upon ? To fhaetu thou 
Add’ll flamesjhetter then his the heavenly fyres 
Did fcortch his mortall Son, thine himjthe huntrefle 
All moy ft and cold.fome fay began to throw 
Her Bow aw ay, and ligh: take to thy grace 
Me thy vow d Souldier,who doe beare thy yoke 
As t’wer a wreath of Rofes,yet is heavier 
Then Lead it felfe, flings mere than Nettles ; 

I have never beene fouie mouthd againft tby law," 
Nev’r reveald fecrec,for I knew none;would not 
Had I kend all that were ; I never pra&ifed 
Vpon mans wifc,uor would the Libells reade * 
Ofliberall wits ; I never at great feaftes 
Sought to betray a Beautie,but have blufh’d 
Ac fimpring Sirs that did : I have beene barlh 
To large Gonfclfors.and have hotly ask’d them 
If they had Mothers,! had one,a woman. 

And women t’wer they wrong’d. I knew a man 
Of eightie winters, this I told them, who 
A Lstfle of foureteene bridcd,twas tby power 
To put life into duft,the aged Crampc 
Had ferew’d his fquare foote round. 

The Gout had knit his Angers into knots^ 

Torturing Gonvulfions from his globie eyes, 

Had almoft drawne their lpheercs,that what was life 
In him feem’d tortureithis Anatomie 
Had by his yong faire pheare a Boy, and I 
Bclecv’d it was his, for fhe fwore it was, 

Aud who would not beleeve her ? briefe I am 
To thole that prate and have done ; no Companion 
To thole that boaft and have notja defyer 
To thofc chat would and cannot; a Re/oyccr, 

Yea him I doe not love, that tells clofe offices 
The fowleft way, nor names conccalements in 
The boldeft languagc,fuch a one I am. 

And vow that lover never yet made figh 
Truer then I. O then moft foft fwcet goddefle 
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